MIDWIFERY
" In the blazon of love, which Brantome learned
from the laughing lips of a lady of Toledo," said
Kinch, who had a hell of a knowledge about literature,
medieval and the rest of it, " there are three things
that should be small in a woman, and the ankles are
included." But I knew Kinch had been reading a
certain masterpiece on the life of Fran?ois Villon.
There was another sound audible from the so-called
Labour Ward, which was what used to be a back
drawing-room of some forgotten gentle family fifty
years ago.
" It's going hard with her," said Weary Mac.
" God," said Cosgrove, " she'll be lucky if she has
the child before the afternoon !"
" God !" I exclaimed.    " Is it as bad as that ?"
" In a primipara certainly."
I didn't like to appear sentimental before the bunch,
but I couldn't help asking what the hell was the
meaning of the aimless agony of childbirth.
" It serves them bloody well right," the Citizen
said, "for keeping us waiting, keeping us guessing
and then not turning up."
I thought of Findlater's Church.
" It's supposed to increase mother-love," said Weary
Mac.
" Bunk !" said Barney. " When that great fellow
in Boston gave anaesthetics to women in labour, it
was not with a loss of mother-love he had to contend
but with a bloody bunch of bigoted ignoramuses who
quoted the Bible at him until he quoted it back at
them, and gave girls a whiff of ether."
" He quoted ?" Kinch asked.
" They said that ..." While Barney was cudgel-
ling his brains, sufficient silence fell to permit the
voice of the orator being heard.
"Deserted as I am by my colleagues, and left to
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